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“  Mother  t*  UV* 

Tb*  mother  ia  ill  So-day— 

Tho  mother  ao  merry  and  sweet, 
Who  hae  enoh  a  wonderful  way 
Of  keeping  the  kitchen  neat. 

Of  patting  tkiugs  into  place. 

And  dropping  •  pleaaant  word. 
With  a  smile  oo  her  tunny  fnoe, 

And  a  voioe  like  the  aong  of  a  bird. 
Father  baa  done  for  them  all 
The  eery  beet  that  he  oan  ; 
Fastened  the  buttons  amaU 
With  the  clomay  touch  of  a  man, 

Carried  the  baby  about. 

And  atirred  the  porridge  in  haete, 
And  the  children  have  no  doubt 
He  will  give  them  each  a  taste. 

|  Taking  In  torn  ia  fan  ; 

And  what  can  ba  half  ao  good, 

Ia  the  thought  of  eaoh  little  one, 

An  the  baby'a  aweetened  food  ? 

The  very  ohickena  and  oat 
A  change  In  the  household  know, 
And  the  turkey  looks  a  Oat 
And  sage  "  I  told  yon  so  1" 

Ah,  well  Vacation  days 
To  the  mother  seldom  oome  ; 

Her  husband’s  tender  praise 
Is  the  crown  of  her  happy  borne. 

He  smoothed  her  tangled  hair 
And  touched  her  aohing  brow 
With  a  loser's  gentlest  care 
And  fondeet  art  bat  now, 

W  bile  he  bade  bet  lie  and  reel— 

He  would  keep  the  baby  still. 

Held  oloce  to  his  patieDt  breast 
All  day  when  mother  was  ill 
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’homeopathic  physician. 
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PRACTICAL  PAINTER. 

SiON-WRITlNO. 

ornamental  painting, 

O RAINING,  GILDING,  Ac..**. 
Corner  Linden  *  ramie  and  Thomas  street. 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 
8ST  All  orders  promptly  executed. 
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DR.  WHITE'S  FAMILY  DRTt*  STORE. 
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THE  HUNCHBACK. 


A  STORY  BY  ALEX.  DUMAS. 


In  a  solitary  chateau  on  the  borders 
of  the  Rhine  there  once  lived  a  yonng 
knight  who  had  jost  returned  from  the 
wars  and  married  his  cousin  Yseult. 

The  bride  was  beautiful  and  young. 
The  blended  tints  of  the  lily  and  the 
rose  are  not  mor.i  lovely  than  was  the 
delicate  bloom  of  the  girlish  chatelaine. 

After  a  time  a  baby  son  was  given  to 
the  oavalier,  and,  as  you  may  well  think, 
this  arrival  made  no  end  of  rejoioings  in 
the  old  cliAte<-u,  for  the  new  comer  was 
the  one  l;nk  that  bound  still  closer  the 
knight  and  the  fair  Yseult. 

All  the  friends  of  the  happy  couple 
were  now  bidden  to  tho  estate,  not  for¬ 
getting  a  oertain  mftgjman  who  lived  on 
the  other 


called  me  a  bad  name — ‘jEeop.’^.What 
does  it  mean?” 

“  Esop  is  the  name  of ‘a  man.” 

“  Of  a  wicked  man.  Is  it  not?” 

“No,  Master  Herman.  Esop  was  a 
very  good  man.” 

“  Why  then  did  they  call  me  Esop  ? 

“Because  he  was  a  hunchback  like 
you.” 

• *  And  liis  hump  did  not  prevent  his 
growing  to  be  a  great  man  1” 

“  No.” 

“  Bat  what  did  he  do  I” 

“  He  wrote  fables,  in  which  the  man 
who  was  physioally  deformed  made 
moral  deformity  ridiculous.” 

“  He  was  right  And  was  he  born 
rich  ?” 

“  No,  he  was  a  slave.  ” 

“  Why,  then,  should  I  oomplain,  I 
who  am  free  and  rich  ?  I  want  to  read 
these  fables,  it  will  amuse  me  more  than 
playing  with  children  who  throw  stones 
at  me. 

Ti  e  old  servant  started  off  to  And  the 
book  of  fables.  The  boy  was  so  de¬ 
lighted  with  “  Esop  ”  that  for  several 
nights  he  hardly  slept  Then  he  tried 
to  explain  to  nis  companion  what  he 
understood  of  tho  meaning  of  the  fables, 
and  the  servant  found  that  his  ideas  were 
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K  .  conatoaUy  on  hand 
CLOTHE  CASSIMXRES.  VESTING*),  READY  MADE 
CLOTHING  *  GENTS-  FURNISHING  GOODS. 
BROAD  STREET.  BLOOMFIELD. 


1858.  D.  W.  SMITH  1875 

[Shop  end  Residence,  Franklin  Street]. 

II  mi  mi.  Sign  *  Ornamental 

P  AINTEB . 

GRAINING,  PAPER  HANGING,  KAL- 
8QMINING,  GLAXUfG,  ETC. 

RUDOLPH  BRUSTT, 

IM«.  PLAIN  AND  ORNAMENTAL  1ST5. 

PAINTER, 

FrtMMr,  Kalioaletr,  Orainer, 
Ulaster,  Ac. 

tliriug  eeUbliahed  the  basinee*  of  Plain  and  Or- 
namenul  Painting  tn  the  township  of  Bloomfield 
in  I  ho  year  1858. 1  feel  entitled  to  claim  the  old  rat 
reUbliebed  buaine**.  in  thin  line,  la  Bloomfield, 
•nd  to  have  given  the  mqgt  perfect  satisfaction  to 
my  patrons. 

Orders  addressed  to  me  (Box  13B,  P.  O.),  will  be 
attended  to  with  promptness. 


Oanks  anb  Insurance. 


INSURE  IN  THE 

HUMBOLDT 

(MUTUAL) 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

ASSETS  OYER  -  -  -  -  #320.000. 

OFFICE  753  BROAD  STREET, 
i Laser  County  National  Bank  Building' 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 

This  Company  isanree  against  loos  and  damage 
Ora.  Dwellings.  Furniture.  Building*  and  Mtr 
irhandtar.  at  Ihvorabl*  r*to*.  either  on  the  kitth 
or  vow nanatriTiao  mum. 


m.  Trite-. 


Essex  County  Mutual 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

CHARTERED  IN  1343.  * 

Office  <ni  riborty  street,  a  flew  door*  seat  of  Broad. 

BLOOMFIELD. 

This  Company  con  tin  o**  to  Insure  Dwelling* 
Borne.  Store*  and  other  country  property,  on  term* 
more  fhvorahl*  than  any  other  Company.  It  he* 
mo  atty  rteh*.  and  1*  therefor*  Uable  to  no  gnat 
glee*  tor  Uh*  the  Chiaego  fire. 

I.  A  DODD.  PraeUaat 


oertain  magician  who  lived  on 

bonk  of  the  river,  and  whose 
Kto  had  lUuo  tteBIftemmv 

the  knight.  Tu5n iTg  to ward  ' the  Trail 

creature  after  his  baptism,  the  magician 
said:  “Thou  wiJt  be  brave  and  love 
thy  parents,  long  years  will  be  thine, 
and  great  strength  and  riches,  and  great 
beantyRhall  not  be  wanting,  but”—  The 
magician  paused. 

“But  what  I"  aftked  the  whole  circle 
of  listeners,  whose  curiosity  was  raised 
to  the  highest  pitch. 

“But  thou  wilt  be  a  hunchback,” 
was  the  sad  answer. 

Yseult  cried  out,  while  her  husband 
gTew  pale  with  anger. 

“So  it  mnst  be,”  said  the  magician, 
spreading  his  hand  toward  the  child. 

Yseult  snatched  up  her  bady«— but  it 
was  toe  late — its  little  back  was  already 
deformed. 

But  the  young  husband  and  wife  re¬ 
solved  to  hide  their  misfortune  ;  and  the 
better  to  accomplish  this,  they  prayed 
God  to  send  them  another  sou.  In  an¬ 
other  year  their  prayer  was  grunted. 

The  deformed  boy  was  given  entirely 
to  the  care  of  an  old  servant,  who  for¬ 
tunately  was  devoted  to  him;  so  he  grew 
apaoo  in  his  poor,  crooked  way. 

Sometimes  the  beautiful  proud  moth¬ 
er,  moved  by  an  im poise  of  natural  af¬ 
fection,  came  on  tip-toe  to  the  door  of 
the  boy’s  chamber,  praying  God  to  give 
her  courage  to  embrace  her  sou,  but 
when  she  saw  the  little  fellow  with  the 
hump  on  his  back,  crouched  in  a  corner, 
she  always  sprang  back,  murmuring  : 
“  Was  there  ever  anything  so  dreadful  ? 
I  cannot,  cannot  kiss  him  I” 

“  Who  is  the  lady  who  looks  in  at  my 
door  ?”  onoe  asked  the  boy  of  the  old 
servant 

Your  mother,  ”  was  the  reply. 

And  what  is  a  mother?” 

She  who  brought  yon  into  the 
world,  my  boy.” 

“  Why,  then,  does  she  not  love  me  if 
I  am  her  child  ?  It  see  ns  to  me  that 
she  should  care  for  her  own  flesh  and 
od.” 

*8he  does  not  care  for  you  because 
you  are  hunchbacked.” 

“  Is  it  wrong,  then,  for  me  to  carry 
this  hump?” 

No,  bnt  it  is  a  nysfortune,  and 
wrong  doing  is  pardoned  oftener  than 
misfortune.” 

Then  because  my  back  is  round,  in¬ 
stead  of  straight,  I  am  not  to  be  loved?” 
“It  seems  so,  my  poor  child.” 

“  But  you  love  me,  though.” 

“  Yes,  with  all  my  heart.  ” 

“  But  why?” 

“  Jast  because  you  are  unfortunate.” 
•‘And  why  you,  a  strangeT,  love 
me  for  that  wh  ch  causes  my  mother, 
who  should  care  for  me  most,  to  hate 
the  sight  of  me?” 

“The  world  is  so  made,  my  boy.” 
Then  the  world  is  like  me,  illy 
made,”  replied  Herman,  with  a  sad 
stoile. 

As  the  boy  grew,  his  infirmity  also  in¬ 
creased,  until  he  was  frightfully  deform¬ 
ed,  while  his  brother  sprang  up  into  a 
beautiful  lad,  so  beautiful  that  they 
called  him  Phoebus.  This  young  gen¬ 
tleman  was  quite  aware  of  his  good 
looks,  and  passed  whole  hours  in  march¬ 
ing  up  and  down  before  a  mirror  adrair- 
:nghimaelf. 

The  little  hunchback  also  looked  in 
his  mirror,  but  only  to  laugh  at  his  poor 
plight.  One  day  he  saw  some  children 
plaving  in  the  oourt  of  the  castle,  and 
said  :  “  I  should  like  to  play,  too.” 

Go  down  then,”  said  the  old  ser¬ 
vant  The  child  ran  off  eagerly,  bnt  a 
few  minutes  after,  he  came  back,  his 
eyes  full  of  tears. 

“What  has  happened  ?”  demanded 
the  old  man.  “They  made  fun  of  me 
and  threw  stones.  You  eea  I  am  wound-, 
ed,  but  that  is  nothing.  And  then  they! 


_  _ ,  ’  said  Herman,  "  my  hump  does 
not  prevent  my  understanding  what  this 
great  man  meant.” 

“  No,  indeed.” 

“  Axe  there  more  books  like  this  ?  I 
don’t  mean  my  study  books,  you 
know  ?” 

“Oh,  yee  ;  there  are  a  great  many 
more." 

“  You  will  bring  me  some,  then?” 

“  Well,  what  shall  I  bring?” 

“  No  matter,  so  that  they  are  good; 
and,  mind  you,  you  must  always  call  me 
Esop.” 

The  servant  obeyed,  and  little  by  lit¬ 
tle  Esop,  as  he  was  thenoeforward 
called,  read  through  his  father’s  library. 
He  was  content  with  his  student  life, 
until  one  day,  when  he  happened  to  see 
a  handsome  young  knight,  splendidly 
mounted,  galloping  across  the  country. 
“  Who  is  that  chevalier  who  aits  his 
horse  so  gallantly  ?” 

“Your  brother.” 

“  But  I  have  never  seen  my  brother.  ” 

“  He  does  not  want  to  see  you.” 

“And  why?” 

“  Because  you  are  a  hunchback.  ” 

“Ah  I  I  had  forgotten.  And  where 
is  he  coming  from  i’ 

“  From  the  ohateau  that  you  see  from 
the  window.” 

“  And  what  was  he  doing  there  ?” 

“He  went  there  to  make  himself 
agreeable  to  the  lady  whom  he  wishes  to 
marry.” 

“  And  she  lovee  him  ?” 

“  She  will  oertainly  love  him,  for  he 
is  ao  handsome,  and  then  he  rides  splen- 

r  ls  he  wise  ?” 

Not  overmuch;  indeed,  he  kno^vs 
very  little.  Your  mother  has  often  told 
him  that  he  was  so  beautiful  that  he 
needed  nothing  besides  to  make  him 
loved.” 

“  At  wljat  age  do  people  marry  ?” 

“  At  twenty,  if  one  wishes.” 

“  Well,  I  want  to  bo  married.” 

“To  whom?" 

“  No  matter  whom.  Have  me  some 
flue  clothes  made,  and  tell  them  to  sad¬ 
dle  for  me  a  magnificent  horse.  I  am 
going  to  ride.  So  they  made  Esop 
mantle  embroidered  with  gold,  and  led 
out  a  splendidly  caparisoned  Arabian. 

He  eagerly  donned  his  handsome  suit, 
sprang  on  his  horse,  and  then  started  or 
to  seek  his  fortunes 

It  was  scarcely  two  hoars  after  when 
the  boy  returned  bitterly  weeping,  his 
elegant  mantle  sadly  torn  and  covered 
with  mud. 

“  What  is  the  matter  ?”  my  poor  mas¬ 
ter?”  cried  his  servant. 

“  Oh  1  I  am  very  miserable.” 

“What  has  happened  ?” 

“  I  have  seen  a  beautiful  youug  girl, 
rosy  as  the  dawn,  and  serene  as  the  star¬ 
ry  night.  She  was  at  her  baloony  when 
I  passed,  so  I  looked  at  her  with  eyes 
full  of  admiration.  I  joined  my  hands 
in  supplioation.  I  would  have  given  my 
life  for  her.  But  when  she  saw  me  she 
bnrst  into  laughter;  then  I  spurred  my 
horse  so  fast  that  I  fell  off  and  rolled  on 
to  my  baok.” 

“  You  have  hurt  yourself  1” 

“  Never  mind  that.  The  laugh  of  the 
young  girl  has  sounded  me  so  that  1 
feel  nothing  else.  My  friend,  I  want  to 
die.” 

“  That  is  not  possible. 

“Why  not?” 

'*  First,  because  you  would  be  lost 
for  killing  yourself,  and  then  you  have 

11  man v  rA.ira  frt  livo  ri 


ptill  many  years  to  live. 

“Who  says  so!” 

“The  magician.” 

“  What  magician?” 

Then  the  old  servant  told  the  boy  the 
history  of  his  birth  and  baptism,  and  the 
family  oouncil  over  his  cradled 

“What  will  become  of  me  then?” 
said  poor  Eiop.  “Shall  I  give  you 
some  advice?”  continued  the  kindly  old 
man.  “As  you  cannot  enjoy  the  pleas¬ 
ures  that  your  brother  lives  for,  you 
must  seek  comfort  elsewhere ;  your  soul 
is  pure  and  good  though  your  body  is 
deformed,  so  if  you  learn  the  art  of 
charming  througL  your  soul  the  best 
l  wilfenvy  you  the  gift.” 

Well,  in  my  place  what  would  you 
do  ?” 

I  would  learn  to  play  the  flute.” 
What,  blow  into  a  bit  of  wood  like 
a  blind  begger  !  That  would  make  my 
cheeks  as  ugly  as  iny  back.” 

“  It  is,  however,  a  fine  instrument.” 

“  But  there  must  be  others.  ” 

“Yes  ;  there  is  the  harp.” 

“  What  ia  that  like  ?” 

When  the  old  man  explained,  Esop 
id  :  “  Bring  me  a  harp !  ”  * 

He  soon  learned  to  express  himself  in 
song,  while  his  fingers  produced  the 
sweetest  musical  accompaniments  to  the 
equally  lovely  voioe.  His  heart  would 
swell  with  the  loftiest  strains,  while  his 
sapphire  eyes  glistened  with  emotion. 

Grief  had  made  him  a  poet,  and  his 
love  soon  found  voioe  in  delicious  bal¬ 
lads,  written  in  praise  of  the  young  girl 
that  he  had  seen  on  the  balcony.  When 
he  finished  singing,  he  would  allow  his 
head  to  droop  in  his  hands,  while  he 
dreamed. 

Some  one  knocked  at  the  door. 

“Who  sings  here?”  said  a  sweet 
voice. 

It  is  I,”  said  poor  Esop. 

And  who  arq  you  ?” 


“Iam  the  elder  son  of  the  oount.” 

“  Ah!  poor  child,  will  you  ever  for¬ 
give  me?’f  said  the  retreating  voioe. 

“  Who  ia  the  woman  that  speaks  so 
sadly?”  demanded  the  young  man. 

“It  is  a  repentant  mother,”  replied 
the  old  servant. 

“She  repents  of  what?” 

“  Of  having  so  long  negleoted  her 
Son.”  v 

“It  is  my  mother,  then  ?” 

“  Yes,  my  poor  boy.” 

“  Ah !  it  ia  a  blessed  day  !  She  speaks 
to  me  at  last.  ”  Afterward,  while  Esop 
sat  dreaming  at  the  window,  he  saw  the 
maids  of  the  cooqtees  scattering  flowers 
on  his  usual  walk. 

The  next  day  he  took  his  harp  and  be¬ 
gan  a  new  song,  but  it  was  gayer  than 
that  of  the  day  bqfpre.  One  might  have 
thought  that  he  was  basking  in  his 
mother’s  smiles.  Scaroely  had  he  fin¬ 
ished  his  song  when  some  one  knocked 
at  the  door.  “  Who  is  there  ?”  he 
asked. 

“I,  your  brother,”  replied  a  or 

voice. 

“And  what  will  you?” 

“  I  wish  that  you  would  be  quiet.  My 
ladylove  is  here,  find  your  song  will  an¬ 
noy  her.”  Having  said  this,  my  Lord 
Phoebus  returned  to  the  grand  saloon, 
where  his  father  and  mother,  with  the 
Lady  Angelique,  waited  him. 

“Where  have  you  been?”  said  the 
young  girl,  poutingly. 

“  I  have  been  to  silenoe  the  fellow  who 
was  singing.  ” 

"  Why  have  you  done  that  ?" 

*  ‘  Because  I  thought  the,  noise  wonld 
annoy  yoa.” 

“On  the  contrary,  I  like  it  very 
muoh.  It  is  ravishing.  Oan  you  not 
sing  like  that?” 

“  No.  Why  should  I?” 

“Because  I  am  determined  that  I 
will  not  marry  yqu  until  you  oan.  ” 

Phoebus  did  n^t  know  what  to  do,  for 
it  was  simply  impossible  for  him  to  put 
together  two  ideis  in  a  song,  or  to  sing 
a  single  note.  Always  thinking  of  his 
body,  he  had  quite  forgotten  his  mind. 
He  was  beautiful  as  a  peaoook,  and 
stupid  as  a  goose. 

All  this  time  Esop  was  in  tears,  for  it 
was  very  hard  that  the  moment  he  be¬ 
gan  to  feel  some  pleasure  iu  singing  this 
brother  should  qommand  him  to  refrain 
from  it.  Phoeba  knocked  Again  at  the 
door. 

Who  is  it  ?”  said  Esop. 

It  is  I,  Phoebus,  your  brother.  ”  I 
What  do  you  want  with  me,  now 
that  yon  call  me  '  brother  ’  for  the  first 

time?”  * 

“  I  am  oome  |o  ask  a  favor.” 

“Enter.”  ; 

door,  and  though  he 
md  a  service  of  his 
not  help  laughing  at 
is  hunchback, 
for  yon  t"  said  Esop, 


Phoebus  ahul 
had  oome  to 
brother,  he 
the  sad  look  ol 

“What  oan 

gently. 

“I  want  you  to  teach  me  to  sing  the 
song  that  you  have  just  finished.” 

“  The  one  that  you  forbade  ?” 

“  Yes,”  said  Phasbus,  blushing. 

“  Why  do  you  want  to  know  it?” 

“  Because  the  lady  of  my  love  will  not 
marry  me  until  I  can  sing  os  you  do.  ” 

“  And  who  is  this  lady  ?” 

“Her  name  is  Angelique." 

“How,  does  she  live  in  the  chateau 
that  I  can  see  from  the  window?” 

•“Yos." 

“Then  she  ia  the  youug  girl  who 
laughed  the  other  day,  as  I  was  passing 
under  the  baloony  ?” 

“Yes,  I  was  there.” 

And  you  did  not  beg  her  to  desist 


The  oount  and  oonntess  fell  on  their 
knees  before  their  son. 

At  this  moment  Theoe  appeared  sud¬ 
denly,  after  the  manner  of  mugiman*, 
Do  you  see  now,  dear  knight,  why  I 

Kve  the  hump  to  your  son  ?  If  he  had 
d  only  the  gifts  wished  for  him  by  his 
kinsmen  he  would  have  been  like  your 
other  boy.  This  deformity  was  a  mis¬ 
fortune,  and  misfortune  alone  oan  make 
men  thoroughly  great,  for  it  oonktrains 
it*  children  to  strive  to  over  oome  an  un¬ 
toward  fate;  a  struggle  whioh  ends  in 
power.  Your  child  has  suffered;  his 
sufferings  have  made  him  a  poet.  The 
beauty  of  his  spirit  has  caused  this 
young  girl  to  forget  his  deformity  of 
body.  Is  the  charm  in  his  face  ?  No, 
sir  knight,  it  is  rather  in  his  mind  and 
his  soul.  When  one  reads  delightful 
poetry  or  grand  thoughts,  or  when  one 
listens  to  divine  music,  is  it  ever  asked 
if  the  poet,  philosopher,  or  musician  be 
handsome  or  deformed?  Esop  was 
hunchbacked,  Horace  was  blind,  and 
both  have  charmed  the  world  as  your 
boy  has  charmed  Angelique.  Beautiful 
as  Phoebus  is,  he  can  never  match  his 
brother  in  such  a  raoe.  But  I  owe  you 
a  life,  sir  knight,  and  I  wish  to  dis¬ 
charge  my  obligation.  Phoebus  will 
have  graoe  and  beauty.  He  will  don  the 
armor  of  his  father  and  become  a  valiant 
cavalier,  and  ride  forth  and  win  re¬ 
nown.  ” 

“And  when  he  returns  he  shall  marry 
my  twin  sister,”  said  Angelique. 

A  week  after  E«op  married  Angelique. 
Theoe  stood  near  him  at  the  altar,  and 
as  he  turned  to  pass  out  of  the  chapel 
with  his  bride  the  good  magician  laid  a 
hand  fondly  on  his  ehoulder,  and  imme¬ 
diately  after  the  peasants  who  had  oome 
to  see  the  wedding  said  wonderin 
among  themselves:  “What  is  1 
story  that  we  have  heard  about  an  ugly 
hump  ?  Why,  the  beautiful  young 
knight  is  perfectly  straight  1” 


EATEN  BY  BATS. 


’  “And  you  did  not  beg  her  to 
,rY  from  laughing  at  your  brother?” 
n  - — t*  No,  indeed  ;  I  laughed  with  her, 
you  looked  so  droll  in  your  fine  clothes 
with  that  hump  on  your  back.” 

“  And  you  really  want  to  learn  my 
song  ?” 

“And  why  not?” 

“  Because  it  H  only  the  uuhappy  that 
sing  as  I  do.” 

“Good  gracious!  I  don’t  to  pay 
that  price  for  your  songs.” 

“  But  think.  If  you  indeed  wish  to 
sing  like  me,  I  must  give  you  my  hump. 
It  is  my  music  box.  ” 

“  No,  thanks,  I  would  be  too  ugly.” 

Phoebus  sought  Angelique  and  told 
her  of  the  hard  conditions  that  his 
brother  had  made  if  he  wished  to  learn 
to  sing. 

Acoept  them,”  said  Angelique. 

How,  you  are  willing  to  matry  a 
hunchback  ?” 

Sinoe  it  ia  the  only  prioe  that  he  will 
take  for  his  gift.” 

“But  you  will  hate  me  when  I  am 
deformed.” 

Am  I  not  beautiful  enough  for 
both ?”  said  the  girl,  “and  I  do  believe 
that  I  prefer  the  beauty  of  intelligence 
to  mere  outward  grace/’ 

“But  you  laughed  yourself  at  the 
hunchback  when  he  rode  by.” 

Yes  ;  but  I  had  not  heard  him  sing. 
If  I  had,  I  should  have  pitied  him  fint, 
and  loved  him  afterward.  Do  you  really 
love  me?” 

Yes.” 

Well,  go  and  learn  to  sing.” 

What  a  foolish  fancy.” 

I  shall 


Make  haste,  or  I 

you.” 

Phoebus  ran  again  to  his  brother. 

Give  me  yonr  hump  1”  he  exolaimad. 

“  Why  so.” 

“  Because  you  must.” 

“  Does  your  lady  consent  to  marry  a 
hunchbaok?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Then  I  shall  keep  my  hump.” 

“  Keep  it?” 

“  Certainly.” 

“  But  I  want  it — I  must  have  it.” 

“  Not  so.  I  have  kept  it  through  Bor¬ 
row,  and  now  that  it  promises  love,  I 
will  not  part  with  it” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“  You  say  that  the  lady  will  marry  a 
hunchback,  provided  ho  sings  as  I  do  ?” 

“  Yee.” 

“  Well,  I  shall  not  part  with  the 
hump.  I  shall  marry  the  lady  myself.” 

Phoebus  stood  aghast.  Esop  left  the 
room  and  sought  Angelique,  and,  kneel¬ 
ing  at  her  feet,  he  sang  his  third  song, 
full  of  love  an  '  tendarnees. 

He  sang  of  a  lovely  lake  shadowed  by 
the  night,  which  felt&e  first  rays  of  the 
morning  sun,  and  which  moved  the  loit¬ 
erer  on  its  banks  to  trust  himself  to  its 
gentle  rooking.  “  Before  seeing  yea,” 
the  song  said,  “my  soul  was  this  shad¬ 
owed  lake,  for  all  wss  dark  in  my  life. 
Yon  are  here,  and  now  I  smile  as  did  the 
lake  at  the  first  rays  of  light” 


“  Sing  again,”  said  the  girl.  “ 
»  beautiful  as  Apollo  the  divine.” 


Intoxicating  Liquors.  * 

During  the  discussion  on  the  bill  in 
the  United  States  Senate  to  oontrol  the 
liquor  question,  Mr.  Morrill  (Rep.),  of 
Maine,  said  while  the  whole  question 

Sedating  the  sale  of  intorioating 
nks  belonged  primarily  to  the  States, 
he  oould  see  that  this  bill  was  for  the 
good  of  the  whole  country,  and  fee  in¬ 
quiry  proposed  should  be  made.  The 
government  authorised  the  manufacture 
and  importation  of  Alcoholic  liquors, 
and  surely  Congress  had  the  right  to 
inqniro  into  a  subject  whioh  brought 
revenue  to  the  government.  The  inqt 
should  be  made  as  to  the  moral,  soc 
and  eoonomio  aspect  of  the  liquor  traf¬ 
fic.  The  auestion  was  not  a  new  one  at 
all.  At  tne  close  of  the  Revolutionary 
war,  and  for  two  or  three  deoades  after, 
the  people  of  this  country  drank  more 
liquor  per  capita  than  those  of  any  coun¬ 
try  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  who¬ 
ever  would  take  the  pains  to  look  into 
history,  would  see  that  it  was  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  government  raising  a 
revenue  from  alooholio  liqnors.  In  the 
Fear  1800  there  were  13,000  retail 
ioenses  issued,  and  intemperonoe  grew 
so  that  we  were  soon  denominated  over 
the  civilised  world  as  a  nation  of  drunk¬ 
ards.  When  the  government  of  Great 
Britain  encouraged  the  importation  and 
manufacture  of  alcoholic  liqnors,  retail 
shops  were  opened,  crime  was  increased, 
and  the  prisons  were  filled.  In  this  coun¬ 
try  a  hundred  million  gallons  were 
manufactured  annually. 

Mr.  Sherman— Besides  the  crooked 
whisky.  [Laughter.] 

Mr.  Morrill  asked  what  became  of  this 
great  quantity.  ?  It  was  used  by  forty 
million  people,  and  by  it  they  wore  poi¬ 
soned.  Pauperism,  crime,  beggary, 
want,  and  death  were  the  result.  Three 
fourths  of  the  pauperism  was  attributa¬ 
ble  directly  or  indirectly  to  the  use  of 
intoxicating  liquors.  Congress  had  the 
right  to  inquire  into  the  matter.  The 
use  of  liquor  was  the  gigantic  crime  of 
crimes  in  this  country. 


Real  Editors  and  the  Other  Kind. 

The  Boston  Pant,  in  an  article  con¬ 
cerning  the  crowd  of  Indiana  people 
under  the  name  oi  editors  recently  in 
Washington,  says:  Editors  cannot  spend 
a  great  deal  of  their  time  in  travel. 
When  they  do  they  necessarily  part 
with  their  profession.  In  point  of  fact 
the  real  journalist,  or  editor  as  some  in¬ 
sist,  is  personally  about  the  least  known 
of  all  liviug  individuals  who  wield  an 
equal  amouut  of  influence  or  perform  an 
equal  amount  of  work.  The  preacher 
appears  weekly  to  the  publio  in  the 
sacred  desk  ;  the  physician  visits  his 
patients  daily  and  talks  with  thorn  ;  the 
lawyer  harangues  juries  and  pleads  with 
judges  ;  the  journalist  alone  is  unseen 
and  popularly  unknown.  He  is  content 
to  see  the  siledY  but  effective  operation 
of  his  influence.  It  is  his  journal  that 
speaks  for  him.  He  teould  as  soon 
think  of  prancing  about  the  country  and 
exhibiting  himself  to  the  public  in  dif  ¬ 
ferent  cities  as  he  would  of  standing  on 
the  corners  and  hawking  his  own  sheet 
He  would  mueh  sooner  perform  under 
Baruum  at  the  Centennial  than  perch 
himself  in  the  gallery  of  the  United 
States  Senate  for  exhibition.  He  is 
not  in  the  habit  of  wearing  a  chalked 
hat,  sleeping  in  free  beds  at  hotels, 
promising  puffs  for  his  rations,  or  join¬ 
ing  a  traveling  troupe  of  men  with  fly¬ 
ing  hair  or  young  women  with  flowing 
feathers.  H is  life  is  cue  of  work,  and 
not  of  excursions.  When  he  goee  forth 
to  inhale  the  fresh  air  and  baiak  in  the 
sunshine  of  the  outer  world,  no  one  is  a 
greater  stranger  than  he,  and  the  last 
subject  you  can  induce  him  to  talk 
about  is  a  newspaper  This  troupe  of 
f.xsier  “editors”  is s  pally  that  has 
been  organised  to  see  the  oounUy  and 
feast  on  its  products  without  having  to 
expend  s  dollar.  It  is  the  other  kind 
of  editors— the  real  editor— that  hotels, 
railroad  companies.  Congress  and  poli¬ 
tical  managers  would  be  only  too  glad  to 


A  Bedalia  (Mo.)  paper  saya:  There 
was  told  to  ns  a  story,  the  truth  of  which 
we  can  vouch  for,  and  the  details  of 
whioh  are  bo  pathetic,  and  yet  so  horrid, 
as  to  sound  more  like  some  witch’s  wort 
than  like  the  plain  fact  it  is.  It  has 
never  been  published  before,  sod  was 
known  to  but  two  or  thn 
until  only  a  day  or  two  sinoe. 

Near  Cambridge,  Saline  county ,  lies 
an  island  ont  in  the  middle  ol  the  Mis 
Bonn  river.  It  is  a  large  one,  and  its 
soil  is  fit  for  the  raising  of  corn  and  mel¬ 
ons  and  a  few  kinds  of  Vegetables.  Upon 
this  resided  a  German  family,  Waggoner 
by  name.  It  was  composed  of  husband 
and  wife  and  two  very  pretty  children, 
aged  respectively  five  yean  and  ten. 
The  old  man  had  hfin  a  comfortable 
house  built,  and  mads  his  living  by  boot¬ 
ing  &Dd  by  what  yield  a  few  mndj  acres 
might  give  him. 

One  day  the  husband  of  this  family 
had  some  business  on  the  mainland,  and 
so  he  bade  his  wife  and  children  good¬ 
bye,  got  into  his  boat  and  rowed*  across 


Items  ef  Iitowt. 

More  money  is  "pent  to  tbs  United 
honor  shops  U**"  to  the 
meat  abope— which  is  very  bad  house¬ 
keeping. 

“That  flam  doesn’t  advertise,”  re 
marked  a  New  York  ragpicker,  as  be 
failed  to  find  any  sweeping*  to  the  gut 
ter  in  front  of  it. 

Klwonre.  fWh«ru,htaS».  -No..  m 

has  been  pur 


A  Chicago  flnaoc 
family  will  deposit 
i  the  birth  of  end 


#10,1 


Xlfcst  if  every 
to  the  bank 


will  be  sure  of  an  inheritance  when  they 
grow  up.  Nothing  plainer  than  that. 

A  long  and  romantic  story  published 
to  the  Michigan  papers  may  be  thus  con 
denaed  :  Beautiful  daughter  of  a  Mtohi 
gun  banker;  married  against  her  f  “  " 

wfll ;  beer  girl  iu  a  LnfayeSU  < 


Canadian  poultry,  as  well  as  Canadian 
meat,  has  been  sooaeesfally  shipped  to 
England  and  meets  with  a  ready  sale.  A 
the  stream,  intending  without  fail  to  be  1  lot  of  turkeys  of  nearly  four  tons  has 
baok  the  evening  of  that  day.  This  was  |  barn  disposed  of  readily  at  Britool,  and 
on  the  morning  of  Tuesday.  The  night '  the  business  next  year  will  attain  large 
following,  the  mother  of  tne  family  took  j  proportions. 

sick  with  oolio,  it  is  sagposed,  and  died.  1  a  man  in  Alleghany,  Pa.,  gave  a  party 
No  aid  oould  reach  hte.  and  there  she  j  m  ghort  *go,  and  while  it  wea  in 

was  dying,  out  on  that  lonely  island  to  i  progress  missed  a  sum  of  money.  He 
the  night,  *nd  with  only  her  two  httle  “ 

children  at  her  bedside.  Anxiously  must 
she  have  listened,  with  her  hearing  al¬ 
ready  deadened,  for  the  coming  of  her 
husband,  and  wistfully  must  those  little 
children  have  stretched  their  sight  aarom 
the  water  for  the  retain  of  their  father. 

But  he  came  not,  and  there  to  mid¬ 
stream,  and  in  the  darkened  cabin,  those 
children  were  left  alone  with  a  dead 
mother.  They  oould,  of  course,  do 
nothing  for  themselves,  and  there  was  no 
aid  in  reach  of  them,  so  they  had  to  let 
the  body  remain  just  as  it  lay  in  the  last 
struggle  of  death. 

That  night  the  cold  came  on,  and  by  --  ^ - s- —  , .  r  . 

morning  the  stream  wss  blocked  with  ^  ^  my  boy  oould  go  up  to 

ice,  so  that  no  skiff  might  cross  it  to  1  ^ra■.,D0^r, 

|  bed  out  ou  the  knees,  and  he  is  not  core 

The  days  went  wearily  by,  and  the  [  ” 

children,  frightened  and  fatigued  bo-  When  *  boy  has  been  off  sU  day,  ooti 
yond  anything  we  may  imagine,  began  toirj  to  the  cxpretecd  wish  of  his  luolli 
to  feel  the  want  of  provisions.  There  ]  eft  and,  on  spproeohing  lbs  homestead 
was  a  scant  supply  of  them  in  the  cabin  night,  with  an  anxiou*  tread,  find* 
when  the  father  left,  and  they  were  now  *  oompsny  st  tea,  the  wpossion  of  confi 
about  consumed.  Moat  horrid  of  all  tlis  1  i]ayr*  md  rectitude  whioh  suddenly 
story,  but  no  leas  the  truth,  the  rate  lights  up  his  face  cannot  be  reproduced 
began  to  seek  the  corpse  of  the  dead 
mother,  and  when  the  husband  return  1 
ed,  a  week  from  the  day  of  his  depart-  , 

are,  who  oan  picture  the  horror  that  .  l,*  * _ 

befell  him  as  he  entered  his  pnoe  happy  uid^I^u^^s^rUin  Amsrimn 

homo  md  found  hi.  nh  rio*  tho n  wliiU  rtudrin*  miuic  iu  Hid  oily 

“#•  - £ — -  ,,  iusMhlng  appuoeab  by  Italian  gsntUmou. 

Dr.  Peterman, the  Gabum)  gcograph*  > , 
is  satisfied  that  ths  Unfair  of  the  Ilible 
from  whioh  King  Solomon  conveyed 


an  offio* 

guests  searched.  Tho  money  was  found 
in  an  alley  at  the  rear  of  ths  boose  the 
next  morning. 

A  Chicago  insane  woman  resolved,  as 
a  religions  aeoriflee,  to  starve  her  five 
children  to  deefth.  Bhe  looked  them  >n 
a  room,  and  for  three  days  cave  them 
nothing  to  eat  or  drink.  I'olJ  added  to 
the  suffering  of  hunger,  and  they  were 
to  a  pitiable  condition  when  found. 

A  Frenchman  who  had  not  thorough¬ 
ly  mastered  the  English  tongue,  sent 
.  the  following  exomo  for  his  buy's  ab- 
I  aenoe  from  school:  “  I  testimony  my 


A  correspondent  from  Milan  hays  that 


Prof. 


The  End  of  It, 
Ordronanx,  New  York 


Btete 


commissioner  of  lunacy,  uud  Dr.  Gtey, 
of  Utica,  made  an  examination  of  Boan- 
nell,  who  was  recently  committed  to  the 
Utica  insane  asylum,  and  filed  their  cer¬ 
tificate  to  the  county  court  of  Oneida 
county,  a  day  or  two  sinoe,  that  Bean 
nell  was  not  Insane.  This  will  of  course 
secure  BosnueU's  release,  inasmuch  os 

only  the  order  of  a  judge  of  the  sopreme _ _ _ _ _ _ J 

oourt  is  neoossary  to  put  into  effect  the  I  jrjfl  in  1 874,  and  aUn bnW-s  the  iUcr~u+ 
decision  of  these  exports.  1  *  •*  *  “  ‘L,J~ 

John  Bcannell’s  brother, 


union 

atones  for  the 

ooustraotion  of  1 
mood  fields  of  Timbaye,  Africa, 
ruins  of  extensive  piles 
remote  antiquity 
there. 

Commissioner  Janes  of  Georgia  find* 
that  the  slteep  of  the  Btete  have  dt 
minished  from  M 2,01  §  in  1870  to  S16, 


gold.  Ivory  and  precious 

*  nis  temple  ore  ttoedis 
«,  AfrioL  The 
of  buildings  p( 
still  standing 


,  Florence 
Bcannell,  was  shot  fn  1870  to  an  affray  to 
Thomas  Donohue's  saloon,  lingered  for 
a  year,  and  finally  died  of  his  wound. 
John  Bcannell  was  for  a  while  under  sn* 
picion  of  having  shot  bis  brother  acci¬ 
dentally,  a  suspicion  only  dispelled  by 
the  post  mortem  examination.  Bcan¬ 
nell  pursued  Donohue  for  tho  murder 
of  his  brother,  and  after  two  attempts 

1*1  L:n  4Ln 


to  tho  oircamsteooe  Hist  them  ere  Ufirtv 
one  dogs  to  every  hundred  sheep  iu 
Georgia.  The  dogs  lest  year  killed  fl8. 
(m  sheep.  A  severe  dog  tew  U  <U 


George  Morris,  of  New  Orleans,  has 
been  sentenced  to  death  for  murder  a/t 
being  tried  and  defended  agaiust  his 
will.  He  attempted  several  times  in 
plead  guilty,  declaring  that  he  did  nut 
want  a  trial— all  he  wanted  wss  to  be 


he  pumpkin  is  not  gen- 
>  be  a  dangerous  vege- 
soent  experience  of  a 


Explosive. — The  pumpkin  is 
ernlly  supposed  to  * 
table,  but  the  re 

woman  in  Massachusetts  proves  that  it 
may  be.  This  woman,  proposing  to 
make  some  pumpkin  pies,  found  that 
the  pumpkin  was  froaeu,  and  put  it  into  quarters  ao  to  the 
ren  to  “thaw  out”  When  she  from  the 
to  remove  it  it  exploded  with  the 
report  of  a  bombshell,  a  part  sin 
You  "her  to  the  fnoe  with  greet  fores 


desperate 
oourt,  and  altogether 


with  the  officer*  of  the 


fight  with  the  of! 
altogether  made 


to  kill  Donohue,  su^eded  the  third  wnt<mo,j  ^  hanged -cr gaged  iu  a 

tune,  in  November,  1872,  to  a  poolroom  -  -  -  *  ■  — -  -  **  - 

on  Broadway,  firing  five  shots  and  in¬ 
flicting  several  wounds,  of  which  the 
first  was  probably  the  fatal  one.  He 
was  tried  the  following  January,  and  the 
defense  was  insanity,  caused  by  the 
death  of  his  brother  and  his  own  rela¬ 
tions  to  that  death.  The  jury  disagreed. 

Owing  to  the  engagements  of  his  senior 
counsel,  and  to  other  causes,  his  retrial 
was  deferred  until  he  beaame  the  oldest 
prisoner  to  the  Tombs.  He  was  tried 
lor  the  second  time  last  November,  and 


sterdam  thirty  one,  1 
five,  The  Hagwe  twenty- five,  Copenhagen 
(uinetoen.  Cbrietiana  twenty -ooe,  Berim 
twenty -fire,  Hamburg  twenty  two  Brea- 
lsn  twenty-five,  Munich  thirty,  Tierins 
twenty  lour.  Bods  and  Perth  thirty-six, 
Rome  thirty-seven,  Naples  twenty- nine, 
Turin  twenty  one,  Florence  thirty  three, 
Alexandria  forty.  New  York  twenty 
three,  Brooklyn  twenty-five,  Phikdel- 
idBtwwiy-t 


Near  Bants  Fe»  Mr.  Chisum  owns  HO,- 
000  head  of  cattle,  roaming  over  1,000 
sections  of  land— an  extent  of  country 
equal  to  that  embraced  within  several 
Btete*  of  the  Unton.  This  grseer  can 
fill  an  order  for  90,000  or  even  40.000 
“  beeves  ”  upon  a  notice  of  ten  days  by 
telegraph  from  an  Eastern  city  ;  sod  to 
guard  nis  immetme  “  bands  "  or  bard* 
he  employs  one  hundred  cowboy*  and  a* 

7  rate  of  mortality  wee  : 

per  thousand  of  the 
’  twenty-six,  Pari# 
■  twenty-four.  Am 

Rotterdam  f 


insanity. 

State  Judge  Barrett,  before  whom  be 
was  tried,  sent  him  to  the  Btete  asylum 
os  being  insane.  He  will  now  be  re- 
leased.  _ 

Why  is  It  I 

The  New  York  Times  has  the  follow, 
ing  :  Why  is  it  that  of  all  peaottB  tried 
for  crime,  only  murderers  are  insane  ? 

There  are  various  kinds  of  mania  and  of 
monomania  ;  and  among  others  klepto¬ 
mania,  or  the  insanity  which  prompts  to 
stealing,  is  distinctly  recognised  by  a 
large  number  of  peychologute  and  phy¬ 
sicians  whe  are  of  highly  respectable 
standing.  And  yet  the  plea  of  klepto¬ 
mania  is  rerely  put  to  the  earns  of  the 
many  prisoners  arranged  for  theft.  We 
do,  indeed,  call  to  mind  to  the  defense  ( 
set  up,  some  years  ago,  of  a  man  who 
had  forged  notes  to  the  amount  of  many 
hundred  thousand  dollars,  that  he  had 
••a  mania  for  making  commercial  pa¬ 
per,”  and  a  very  pretty  plea  it  wea. 

Notwithstanding  its  prettinesa,  however, 
it  did  not  avail  the  gentleman  to  any  way, 
and  he  was  found  guilty,  just  a*  if  he 
had  been  sane.  But  why  should  not  a 
plea  of  insanity  be  set  up  as  a 
in  caees  of  aison,  or  of  incendiarism  for  ,  , 
the  sake  of  insurance  ?  Nothing  surely  t 

oould  be  better  suited  to  the  temper  oi  ttlvcr,  end  no  other  copper -o 
sn  insane  man  than  the  right  of  ahxxaae  kind  ia  known  to  exist  eteewhers. 
in  flame*,  and  if  it  ended  m  a  great  ooo-  Carte*  conquered  H*rrten  thee*  mound 
flagration,  ao  much  finer  show  for  the  builder*  began  to  i1ias|ii)nar  ;  the  mtoes 
crazy  man's  eye*.  ■?— itnoml.  am d  ike  lailiaa*  took 

————————  iinooerann  of  the  country.  Frofrescw 

Why  he  Bees  Net  Be  It.  lf3aTSd| 

Cal  craft,  who  nxxnttv  retired  from  the  ;  the  Indiana  f 

trying  position  of  hangmen  in  England,  !  who  the  mew - , 

had  an  agreeable  custom  of  always  the  teounds  vm  uunrtmrisd,  and  yrt 
shaking  hjmdswrth  those  upon  whomhe  it  is  rtffl  more  ringnlte  that  ttmy  jmeeste 
wss  about  to  rerry  out  the  asBteoee  of  no  tredtttone  about  these  muliitwlreore 
the  law.  But  it  has  been  observed  that  Aztecs  that  once  rearmed  aver  the  Mi* 
Mat  wood,  his  sncocreor,  never  does  this,  uretopi  valley,  and  who  mart  have  dm 
hffSSrfmSnlteut  torn  bamdred— * 
MTO.  This  is  the  son  i  nsrhshte  in 


to  work  the  sop 
of  Lake  Superior;  the  marks 
ot  their  work  are  vSUs  to  sQ  there 

this  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  the  ootv 
‘  found  to  the  mounds. 


of  the  fart  that  the  meua#  buOdare 

ptezreront  iiiimhitants  and  had 
hundred?  of  attire,  towns  end  vfllefv*. 

have  bean  srtBsd  rod  so- 


